WITH AN IMMOETAL           101
Could'st thou remember aught of my wild strain, Its faintest echo reproduce again, Thy fame to earth's four corners swift would fly, And thou would be immortal, e'en as I."
A pang of jealousy my bosom fired.
" And who was Algie, prithee ? " I enquired.
"He was my latest lover.    None more true." A tear welled up and marred her eyes' deep blue. Sarcastic grew my speech.    " The latest he ? Is   then   the list   so  long   of   those who woo&d thee ?"
u Some thousands at the least," she simply said,
And shook the ringlets on her golden head.
" The merry times  we've  had 1    There  was wild
Will.
What pranks we played on Falstaff at Gadshill 1 And   Dan,   whose   jests   were   sometimes   rather
naughty; And    Edmund,    quite   the    courtier,   prim    and
haughty;
And solemn John,    I fear I yawned at times, So melancholic his transcendent chimes. And later there was Georgia with the curls, Too fond of foolish toying with the girls ; And Percy, mad, poor boy, but half divine, His song caught true the melody of mine. And W. W., worthy man.   Alas I He made that trumpet lying on the grass.